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where far away, nobody knew by whom or for what pur-
pose; but now many of these conditions were being chan-
ged before her very eyes and with her own participation.
This made her feel pleased with herself, yet distrustful
of her powers; she was perplexed and filled with sad-
ness.
Everything about her was moving slowly: leaden clouds
pursued one another ponderously across the sky; the wet
trees on either side of the road waved their bare bran-
ches in passing; the fields gave place to low hills, which
disappeared in their turn.
The nasal voice of the coachman, the jingle of the
harness bells, the rustle of the damp wind, all merged to
form a vibrant stream flowing steadily over the fields.
'Taradise itselfs too little for a rich man," went on
the coachman, swaying on his seat. "So he begins squeez-
ing me out—the authorities was all friends of his...."
When they reached the station he unharnessed the
horses.
"You might give me five kopeks for a drink/' he said
to the mother plaintively.
She gave him the coin and he tossed it in his palm.
"Three of them goes for vodka, the other two for
bread," he said.
In the afternoon the mother arrived, cold and weary,
at the little town of Nikolskoye, She went to the station
for a glass of tea and took a seat by the window, pla-
cing her heavy suitcase under a bench. From the window
she could see a small square covered with trampled yel-
low grass, and a dark grey building with a sagging roof
—the local administration building. A bald and beard-
ed muzhik with no Coat over his shirt was sitting smok-
ing a pipe on the veranda. A pig was browsing on the
grass of the square. It flipped its ears irritably, shook its
head and buried its snout in the earth.
The clouds drifted in great dark masses. Everything
was quiet and dark and dreary, as though life were ly-
ing in wait

